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“The Deke of Yurk and the Princess May having lately, so far as wedding presents are concerned, lapped up the cream to a considerable extent, Poor 
Pa thinks it high time that he weighed in for a portion of the milk. His cry at present is ‘No monopoly !? and he is now busy gathering in the oof, as he 
terms it, for the benefit of Alexandry and Evelina. His first meeting, held in Trafalgar Square, although not altogether successful, was still hopeful, and 
al ts conclusion Papa was enabled to hand the betrothed pair three farthings, four buttons and cight winkle shells.’’—Toorstx. 


| IN AND OUT. BILLY COX. 


— 


“We now,” say Knapp and Baldwin, “come to the very 


7 climax of villainy. This most expert thief was initiated 

|| pqner ss into all the arts of plunder and deception, at a very early 

| period of life, by his own father.” 

flenpisie We cannot quite agree with the worthy attorneys-at-law 
‘ respecting the “very climax,” but the account they give of 


Cox's career is sufficiently curious to retell. The elder Cox, 
we learn, was transported, and for returning before the 
expiration of his sentence, was hanwed. Young Cox, having 
been committed to Bridewell for pocket-picking, languished 
there fora while ina miserable state of poverty, but “on 
his release was taken care of by an uuele,” and procuring 
some decent apparel, was “from that time remarkably neat 
and clean in his appearance.” 

Billy lived for some time with his uncle in’ Peather's A 
Court, High Holborn, and was encouraged by his relative 
in his various fraudulent schemes, We read that he (Billy) 
“got, unpereeived, into a grocer’s shop at the corner of 
Long Lane, and stole a silver-hilted sword froma room on 
the first-Hloor, Returning through the shop with his booty, 
he was asked some questions, on which he said he had been 
playing with Master Billy, which he had informed himself 
was also the name of the grocer’s son ; but, on going out of 
the door, the sword struck against the steps, and he was 
taken into custody and brought to trial, “but it was his 
Vou thin! Too-th out! fortune to escape conviction.” This is rather vague as, 


— 


178 


indeed, are many of the accounts in the old Newgate Calendars, 
fut to continue: “Being provided with a tame sparrow, he let the 
bird fly into the window of a house in Hanover Street. and the 
door eh Wee to be open, he went in and concealed plate toa 
considerably smount. Hearing some personapproaching, he sought 
refugein thearea, where, being perceived by an elderly gentlewoman, 
who was the ouly person in the house, he burst into tears, and 
saving that his sparrow had thown into the window, begged he 
might be allowed toeateh it. The old lady complied, and he soon 
found an opportunity of decamping with his booty.” 

Our nextextract throws a curious light upon the manners of the 
latter-end of the last century. Tt was a common practice of Cox 
to play at marbles and other games with young gentlemen before 
the doors of their parents, and he seldom sultered an opportunity 
to esenpe of getting into and robbins the houses, He had ow 
remarkably boyish appearance : and ona veriety of occasions that 
circumstance greatly assisted him. Se childish. in faet. was his 
look, for he was very short and slender for his years, that some- 
times providing himself with marbles. snd dressing himaelf like a 
young master, he would ask to ploy with young gentlemen's 
children v hom he might observe in the environs of London amus- 
ing then lves in their father’s courtyard. Thus, he would insidi- 
ously get every information from the innocent and unsuspicious 
boys, and repay their litte vets of ho-pitulity by plundering the 
houses of their parents,” 

This promising youth, whose age isnot given by his biographers, 
made the acquaintance of a fellow calling himself * Captain” Davis, 
and by the means of many artful stratagems, committed a ser. 

rising Number of robberies.and inthe end Davis was transported, 
3ut Cox's end, too, was not far off, 

About the middle of the summer of 1773, the apartments of a 
Mr. Kendrick, in Oxford Sireet, were privately entered and a 
bureau opened, from which three bank notes of a hundred pounds 
each, and oa hundred and thirty guiness and a silver watch were 
stolen, to the amouut of £440, Cox and an accomplice went to 
Reading and purchased three horses, for which they paid one of 
the stolen notes, receiving in change a fifty pound note, which was 
changed afterwards at the bank for notes of a smaller amount, and 
two of these were traced to Cox's uncle. The unele boldly swore 
that they had been in his possession for three years, but it was 
proved that they had not been many days issued from the bank. 

The law somehow could not touch the uncle, and Cox's accom. 
plice was admitted in evidence, with the result of Billy's execution 
at Tyburn on October 27th, 1773, “along with four more unhappy 
men, who excited much couimiseration from the spectators.” 

* * * * * * 
BIZZ1 BATTENSI, 

butt the mildued maniack wos on the trak off the maiden, and 
has she wood av earlt herself into the dissi depths belo agane, he 
clutch er by her silking tressis and— 

the printer iss a beest. fe sai thare’s no mor spais agen. me an 
bill doant gett mor nora napny a line for this thrilling romarnse, 
an he gett 3d. for a jok wot e putt att the bottom off thiss column 
itt’s ard onter 2 pore bois who wood liv a onest lif. 

(Newt week, Thief and Informer.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


eS 

*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose louse stamps. 


Sorry, Boss, your jokes and verses Don't 5 weal to usat all. 
Thanks, we cannot use it, BERWICK ; You sha uate it when yor 
call, Don't be angry with us, BOBBIE: Only SLOPER'S Little joke, 
ALLY would enbseribe, COLUMBUS, But he's almost st ony broke, Tell 
thegirl youlore her, BACKWARD, Youll be safe we daretosay, Much 
obliged? were crowded, MUNKO; Call and cart the things away. 
Why not call it Ally Chopstich, Since it answers to the name? 
Sorry, WILL. we cannot use then: Many thanks, though, all the 
same, Serre yom right, A NOBLE Spor AN! What a juggins 
vou must bel Nolore cannet, ARCHIE FELLOWES, — Thank you, 
Water Batts aell see. Glad indecd to hear it, TOURIST ; 
Vind re the sort we like to kaw, Mow can that be altered. FANNY? 
fwas created yours ago, 
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£150 


Will be paid to the nexrt-ofzkin of any Man, Woman, Bey, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty ercepted ), cho shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
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the time of the Accident, “ ALY SLOPER'S HALE-HOLIDAY ” és 
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nomat Lo'elock, and the Insurance lasis one acek from that time, 
expiring at Lovelock thefollowing Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
Inquirer, T wonder why it is tit angels are always painted as 
women, and never as men? ; 
Artest, Because men paint them. Pf women painted them, they'd 


Know better. Pa 
= 


Trish) Farmer (eth just aowce suspicion of pride), Yes, sorr, 
thouzh it’s Oi that say it, ye can't deny that most of my counthry- 
men are good shots. 

Knglishman, Well, no, but then, you know, most of them keep 
their hands in potting their landlords, 


** 
* 


Miss Wicuscreecn sang “The Maideu’s Prayer," 
And we commenced to scott, 
Aud started one on our account, 
That she would soon leave oif, 
* * 


* 
John Bull (reading from paper). “Tt is reckoned that aman can 
stand upon two feet square of ground, and i 
Sandy. Hoot toot, mou! thats a’ nonsense, Why, the Queen's 
piper would tak’ a square mile, and then he'd na’ ha’ sufteecient 
rouin to swell, a” 
. 


Rusinesa-like Pretty Thing, OW! but one can always tell whena 
man is in earnest or when he is only omusing himself. 
Unbusiness-like Pretty Thing, Ol. how? Do tell me, 
Business-like Pretty Thing, Why. by his presents. dear, of course, 
Tf they are useful and permanent, then he has an eye to the future, 
but if not. you may depend he’s only tlirting. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Slopcr. 


No. 476.—The “Queen Cant” Costume. 


“Hin! see, she comes in all her 
rustic beauty. Would I cowid call her 


ZOOILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
luine 1” The Taperafl. 


We, Are you ever going to marry ® 
She, Yes; it’s only a matier of tune, 
dle, What do you mean 2? 

Ste. Time is money, you kuow, 


“There are your wages. Be off, you idiot ! 
T don’t want you any longer." “1 don't 
wonder at it. I'm 6ft. 2in. in my stockings, 


A DANDY LION. and that’s long cnough for anything.” 


Beryl 


[ Saturday, dune 10, 1893, 


Youthful Juggins, Yes, I'm down here trying my luck, Mr, Old. 
bird. [hear there's a lot of money to be made on the turf. 
Oldbird, Well, yes, youngster, sou're quite right; but it ali 
depends on how you go to work. You may become a book- 
maker, or hawk race-cards, keep a liquor booth, sell tips, or do the 
purse or three eard tricks, and youll stand a good chance ; bur 
when it comes to backing horses—well, you haven't got so much 
as alook in. ee 
e 


“On, my boy, my boy, this will never do!" said the old gentle. 
man, more in sorrow than in anger, as his son and heir strolled 
down calmly just two hours late fur breakfast; “you must take 
anexample from me—always be up and doing——" “Somebody,” 
chimed in the boy. And then things clouded over rapidly, aud 
the thunderstorm broke out in real downright carnest. 


* 
“TELL me, darling, how tu woo thee,” 
Sang the love-lorn youth, But she 
Said, “Great Scott! if you want teaching, 
You are not the chap for me.” 


s 

Husband (dressing himself), 1s it to be a wedding or a funeral 
at Mrs. McGenty's? 

Wife. At Mrs. McGentv’s, the laundress? I'm sure I don't know. 
Why do younsk? 

Husband, Why, they’ve kept my best shirt again, and last time, 
if you remember, it was for a christening. 

ss 


s 
Little Dear. What is the meaning, mamma, of the expression 
that “The race is not to the swift”? 
Sensible Mother, It means, my dear, that the fastest girls are 
generally left behind, and turn out old maids. 
| 


* 
Snipper. Is it true that Sharker, the treasurer of the Gold-plated 
Building Society, has left London? 
Snapper (one of his victims), If so, it is only because he couldn't 
carry it with him. ** 


Stock Exchange Man. silsopve shares rose 14 to-day. 
Me Gooseley. How was that! 
Stock Exchange Man, Why,a report got about that you had left 
off drinking whisky and had taken to beer. 


a 
“No, sir,” said the dealer, with dignity, “that there's my price 
for the nag and not another sixpence do I bait yer. Any one‘d 
think,” he continued, “it’s cats’ meat you was buyin’, not ‘orse- 
flesh at all.” *° 


Forst Suburban Traveller. Very annoying this being shunted sa 
often to let the expresses by, isn’t it, don’t you think? 
Second Suburban ditto, Rather, Lshould say so. Makes me feel 
inclined to use some strong corpressions, 
se 


* 
Urs. Bonybusa, Perfectly shocking, I call it! My daughter 
never wore a low-necked dress in her life. 
Mise Prettypet. Poor thing! How distressing fur her! Was it 
any deformity, or only excessive thinness? 
-* 


s 
Joncas, What an unpleasant man that fellow Crosscut is! Oue 
cannot say a single thing but what he will contradict it. 
Smith, Yes, he's a strange fellow, 
Jones. I wish he was a strang:r, as far as I am concerned. 


* 
I CANNOT sing the ditties that I sang in bygone years, 
The old, old songs I warbled long ago ; 
Though my heart it would not fail me, and as to silent tears, 
Well, I'm pretty sure that they would never tlow. 


‘Tis not thet tender memories would flood my mind at all, 
Or even give my heart a single pang ; 

Nor is it from a failing voice | never now recall 
The songs which once with such delight I sang. 

But there’s a potent reason, which you'll all suiticient deem, 
Why [ canuot sing again for many a day, 

For IT purchased my piano on the hire-instulment scheme, 
And the brutes have come and carted it away. 

s 


* 

Young Sharpshing, They say that a man is as old as he feels aid 
a worn as old as she Jooks. Is that right, dad? 

Old Sharpshing, Ah! we've altered that lately, my boy. The 
rule now is, a man is as old as he looks and a woman as old as she 
says she is. oe 

. 
SCENE—Tennix Party, 

Pirst Gurst, Hullo, Meekman, you don't seem to be enjoying 
yourself! Don’t care much about the game. 1 suppose! 

Second Gucst. Well, no—er—not exactly that, but the fact is— 
er—I first met my wife at a tennis tournament, and you see— 

first Guest. Ob! quite so. | fully sympathise with you. Come 
along over to the refreshment tent and have a drink. 

*- 


* 
Smike. Do you think Mr. Cobble is prejudiced ? 
Smoke, Prejudiced! My dear sir, that man isso narrowminded 
that if he touk his hat off, his head wouldn't cast a shadow. 
s¢ 


= 
It is one of those peculiar things that have never been satis- 
factorily accounted for yet, that the man whom women call “a 
duck,” is generally cousidered by other men to be a guose. 
2. 


2 
SCENE— Opening of a New Show, 
Stranger (endeavouring to get past the cordon of police), Press. 
_ First Policeman (looking at his shiny new hat). You cau't y=, 
sir. 
Second Policeman. It’s all right, Bill. (Sette voce.) Twig his 
old boots, re 
* 


Brown, 1 dreamed of my late wife last night. Do you ever 
dream of yours? 
Johnsin (another widower), No, my boy. 1 haven't had night- 
muare since I left off eating late suppers. 
= 


* 
Hest (ith pridv), Yes, my boy, and 1 tell you, the grew 
advantage of that claret is, that—— ‘ 
Guest (interrupting). Yes, quite so; comes in so handy whet 
you happen to run short of vinegar. 
-* 


= 
THERE was a young girl of Montclair, 
Who was hugged by a grizzly bear 
Till he grew lame and sore ; 
Sut she still cried for more, 
So he laid down and died in despair, 
s * 


* 
ScENE— Ball, 

Friend (just returned after a short absence abroad). Wullo! 
Brown, old chap, glad to see you again; hope youare well. I'v 
the way, I met Miss Smithers over there. near the supper-root. 
looking dreadfully lonely, you were paying her a great deal of 
attention when I went away ; I suppose that’s all over now / 

Brown (with a weary sigh), Oh, yes! quite ; we've been married 
very nearly six months, ee 

= 


First Man, I say, old man, what's become of Pebblebeach lately: 
1 haven't seen him about any of his usual haunts at all. at 

Second Ditto, No, poor fellow, and you never will again. He pit 
the debt of Nature last Wednesday. : 

First’ Man. Did he really now, poor chap! Well, anyhow, its 
the first time I've ever heard of him paying anything. 


Saturday, June 10, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE NEW GALLERY. 


———— 

“Hom! Yes,” said the art critic to the rising artist the day 
before sending-in day, “I should give ita glaze of pure blue, and 
then fetch it up with 
Indian red and lampblack 
for the high lights: —See 
what I mean? Perdoose 
tone,” 

It is years and vears 
ago since Charles Keane 
wrote those words to one 
of his earliest contribu- 
tions to Punch, and how 
the art crities of that 
period laughed at them, 

should think ; but even 
now in this advanced age 
we have art critics who 
jumble it up a bit when 


” 


they would show. their 
learning. 


There was once, in the 
twenties, an art critic who 
enlled himself — Jonas 
Weathercock (his — real 
name was Wainwright), 
who contributed to the 
London) Magazine some 
terrible jargon--“‘an_ in- 
congruous assumption of 
reverence for the sublime 
and beautiful”; of whom 
it has been written: ~ He 
was in some senses a vul- 
gar scoundrel, and yet to 
the last he was full of 
high-art rant and esthetic 
vapours.’ Charles 
Dickens, Macready and 
others visited him in Newgate. Foster writes: “In the shabby- 
genteel creature, with sandy, disordered hair and dirty moustache, 
who had turned quickly round with a defiant stare, iooking at 
onee mean and fierce and quite capable of the cowardly murders 
he had committed, Macready had been horritied to recognise 
aman familiarly known to him in former years, and at whose 
tuble he had dined.” 

The murders were not brought home to him, but he was for 
forgery transported for life. This should be a warning to critics 
who talk nonsense, 

And now for my turn at the New Gallery. There are some good 
things at the sixth annual exhibition, than which | could hardly 
have done better myself. There is Sydney P. Hall's picture of Mr. 
Gladstone * Reading the Lessons in Hawarden Church” with his 
mouth shut, like Lieutenant Cole doing his ventriloquism. 

There is Nettleship’s “Battle Royal,” on which the odds are 
even, “Ata Village Fountain” David Carr shows us a little girl 
whose daddy wouldn't buy her a new apron. ‘ A New Song.” by 
afte, Steapere Forbes, depicts a young lady learning “ Mashing 
the Band. 

Padgett’s solitary shepherd looks lonely. Let's hope the shep- 
herdess is coming along. A little boy with a big broom-handle, 
by Arthur Hacker, is an impressive work, and reminds me very 


(39) “Little Tom Noddy, all Head and no 


Body." A. HACKER, 


(21¢) “Got Em Again.” 


W, CnaNE. 


much ofa nursery rhyme I learned in my childhood days, com- 
mencing, “ Little Tom Noddy,” ete. 

“La Jeunesse,” by Ernest Norman, represents young thing who 
seems to be trying on a new hat presented to her by her lover or 
someone else's lover. Girls are not too particular, asarule. “Cain's 
lirst Crime.” by Kennedy, puzzles me a bit. Which is Cain? 
Aud, what's he doing? 

Walter Crane’s “ Neptune's Horses” are strange-looking birds, 
It is evidently a sketch from life, but whether Walter had the 
d4.s when he drew it the catalogue does not tell us. 

Wyllie's river piece is oddly named. He calls it “Under the 
Bridge,” but neither of the boats are under it. 

“Young Africans.” by H. Dixon. They are slumbering. Don't 
wake them. The “Oyster Sellers at Santa Lucia, Naples,” by 
Prince Pierre Troubetzkoy, don’t seem to have many customers. 
“Changing Pastures,” by Edward Stott. Happy cows! The girl 
minding them would be none the worse for a change herself. 

Take it asa whole, the exhibition is a good one, and, you see, I 
had time to look at several of the pictures before | settled down to 
the serious study of the hats and bonnets and smart frocks. Lardi 
was with me, but I don't think she looked at any pictures at all, 
and was, from 
the beginning, 
rather peevish, 
It. in the end, 
tronspired that 
she expected 
somebody to 
take us to 
lunch, only the 
romebody did 
not turn up. 

Outside we 
met him just 
as we were 
thinking of 
buying a sand- 
wich, Instead, 
we went to the 
Café Royal, 
where we were 
sumptuously 
resled, 

Pictures, to 
my thinking, 
are all) very 
well when you 
have one at i 
time, but a lot 
all together 
makes your 
head ache. 

They cook 
everything 
very well at the Café Noval, and the champagne is excellent, 
leadi's somebody is a well-meaning young man with along purse 
anda limited tlow of conversation, 


r ae 


‘ 
t 


| 
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(222) “Ter New Hat." FE. NORMAN, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


TAKING A JOKER DOWN. 

YOUNG Gua Griptish wick was such a deuce of a fellow to joke! 
Didn't matter at whose expense, so long as it wasn't his own, but 
jokes to him were tife and board and lodging, and better fun than 
astuge-box free ata West Hal musie-hall, Gustavus’ craft took 
him daily into the city, and his legs took him home to the wilds 
of South Lambeth each evening. As he passed through a narrow 
little thoroughfare just oif the Borough, ona recent evening, he 
noticed a thick volume of smoke pouring through a broken window 
upon the second tloor of a simul house, the shop beneath which 
was a struggling little fishmonger's. Gustavus did not doubt that 
the place was on fire, but his humorous propensities led him to 
suppress his desire to raise an alarm. He entered the shop in quite 
a composed manner, and, sitting @own upon a stool, remarked : 

“Quite a change in the weather! Rain'll do good.” 

“Yossir.” said the fishmonger; “we could ha’ done with a little 
more of it.” 

“Just so. How's business?” 

“Oh! so, so. Y'see, these here Horsetralian banks a-bustin® has 
spoilt the serson a bit, but we mustn't grumble, Itll give things 
a himpetus when this Duke o° York's weddin’ comes orf.” 

“Exactly. By the way, this would be an unlucky evenin’ to be 
burnt ont!" 

“Tt would so.” 

“TL s'pose you're fully insured?” 

“No—not for a bob. sonny ; but Pm thinkin’ ef it. T told you 
ony yesterday—didn't i, Billie -—that Pimeant to go and see what 
it would cost?" 

“Yus, vou did, father.” assented a shock-headed youth at the 
back of the shop, who was splitting potatoes for frying. 

Gus was giggling and shaking with suppressed mirth. like a bad 
ense of ague and St. Vitus mixed. but he managed to keep a sober 
face long enough to get out. 

“Well. it strikes me you've put it of too long, old chap. 1 came 
in to tell you that the whole of the rooms upstairs have been on 
lire the last ten minutes.” 

The tishmonger didn't start ; he simply turned to his boy, and said : 

“Billie, put another mark on the side o’ that horse-dripping 
box : you make the eighth bally fool that's come in with that tale 
since tea-time, mister, and Til bet we haves another eight afore 
closing time! 

“Do as you like,” responded the somewhat  discomfited 
Gustavus, * but PH swear Lsaw smoke pouring from the windows.” 

“That's all right: you let it pour—this ts our day for smokin’ 
kippers, Yas ta.” 

Gustavus avoids passing that shop on his way home at night 
now, for he doesn’t like being asked in a cheerful, but derisive 


” 


shout “if he's brought his fire-escape with him! 
a a) 
WHERE HE SINNED. 
“FELL me, darling, teil me truly, 
Have 1 proved in anght untrue, 
Have 1 failed in my allegiance, 
Or the love L swore for vou? 
Have my kis grown less fervent, 
My embrace its passion lost, 
By some doubts, some grave misgivings, 
Is your mind in anguish tossed ? 
Has some interloping scoundrel, 
Boasting more moustache than I, 
Won the love you vowed vou bore me 
In the happy days gone by? 
Wherein have T sinned, beloved one, 
Have L less attentive grown, 
Why do you repulse me, dearest, 
Wou't you let me know, my own? 
Tas, perchance, some foolish jest or 
Il-advised remark by me 
Wounded to the quick some feeling 
Sensitive?) Or can it be 
That 1 have not brought sufficient 
OF that vanille chocolate, 
That a very small supply of 
Caramels has been your fate? 
Have I failed to give you tickets— 
Concerts, theatres, Water Show 
Exhibitions, races, danees— 
Anywhere you liked to go? 
Has my presence grown distasteful, 
Does my love begin to pall, 
What has caused this sudden coldness ?— 
Tell me, sweetest, tell me all.” 
Sternly then the maiden answered, 
“None of these things hast thou done, 
Your offence is greater far, sir,— 
Yes, a far more awful one ! 
Tis a crime of big dimensions, 
And to pardon it I'm loath,— 
For a fortnight past you've failed to 
tring me Larks/ and ‘SLOPER’ both.” 


——__>—_——_ 


THE EVOLUTION OF THE SERVANT GIRL. 

First Week.—A perfect treasure. my dear, I assure you. 

Second Week.—A very good girl ined, but she wants looking after 
; Third Week.—Not by any means without her little faults—oh, 
dear, no! 

Fourth Wecek.—Nothing like so satisfactory as she promised to 
turn out. 

Fifth Week.—So untruthful. 

Sirth Week.—And lazy. 

Seventh Week.—And so dirty. 

Eighth Week.—And I have to lock up every mortal thing from her. 

Ninth Week.—Not to be borne any longer. 

Tenth Week.—Just what I said the moment she came in the 
house—a lazy, dirty, dishonest, impertinent slut! This day month 


out of this house she goes! 
———— 


AN IRISH MEMBER'S MISSIS. 

As Mistress McCarrthy turned the corner of O'Connell Street, 
shure, didn’t she fall slap into the arms of Mistress Moichacl 
Moriarty, whose husband went into the London Parliament, to 
support the Home Rule Bill, and she says, says she : 

“Good-marrnin’, to ver, Mistress Moriarty,” says she, “It's a 
nice marrnin’, so ‘tis, bless the priest ! and how are ye, und how's 
the swate children /—hiven bless their blyew eves! an’ how's yer 
darrlin’ husband, is he back from his jourr-ney to th’ House o’ 
Commin Parliament?” 

“Och! Biddy, never shpake th’ name o’ th’ dorrty shpalpeen in 
ine prisince again! Oi tell ye, Missis McCarrthy, it’s a widdy Oi 
am from this toime on, an’ the children are widdys, too. May the 
stints presairve them! It's a divorce Oil be after havin’ as sure as 
me name is Kate Mary Moriarrty ! ul 

* Arrah ! now, and fwhat’s boitin’ ye, Ka—ate?” 

“Shure, it’s grafe that’s consyewmin’ me entoirely, and Oi can 
harrdly shpake for the tears that’s chokin’ me, nor braithe for 
sichin’, Fwhat did he do?) An’ ye moight well aask it! An’ 
didn’t Oi see him wid my own eyez, too.as he come up the gangway 
to the landin’ shtage!) Shure, an’ he'd got on a pair o’ shoiny— 
patentayed he called thim—shoes on that was that shyarp at th’ 
toes, that he couldn't turn round widout shtabbin’ somebody's 
heel, an’, in his mouth—fwhat on airth dy'e tink, Biddy—fwhy, a 
seegaret : and in his hand a bit of a crooked Japanayse cane—ugh, 
the dorrthy Laythen !—an’ he comes up wid a mince an’ a swagger, 
an’ he says, * Aw. Bwidget, my deah ae 

“Ewhat did Oi do?) Fwhoi, Oi kitehed up the pot fwith th’ 
Wilin’ watter. all ready to cook th’ purtatys, an’ I dhrinched him 
from head t’ fut! Fwhat! says Oi to meself—Kate Mary Moriarty 
the woife of a ma-asher 2) Och, wurra, wurra: Oi'd sooner schwing 
fur his murder entoirely 
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THE WOMAN WITH THE DOGS 


——— 


SUE was a charming woman. Whatever else might have been 
dubious about her that was certuin, Whether or not she had been 
Sir Georges model 
before she boeune his 
Wife, none could wain- 
say that Was it 
model wife. 

And she had made 
such osensation in 
town, The papers had 
suv mmuch to say about 
her bewty. her wit. 
her eleginee in dress, 
wml so onuiny swell 
wcople dined oat her 
rouse, that when Sir Say VS \ 
George Limmer, RA. eS Pee AA a 
took her down to his : eee Nae pice 
place in Wurzelshire, oes Qa SS 
the county — people : 
enlled on her out of 
sheer curiosity. 

She had oa fad— 
big dogs. Whenever 
she went out walking 
or driving, she was 
necompanied by four 
or tive of them, sav: 
save with her and 
husband, as tigers 


she 


almostas big 9 and 
strong, A great, 


smooth slate-coloured if ey 


boarhound, a mastill, 
t mnagniticent New. 
foundland, a St. Bernard, and oa brindled bulldog, gentle asa 
lamb to those he loved, terrible to others: a dog that could tight 
and kill and eat a horse, 

Sir George having been commanded to painta royal portrait, was 
summoned to town just at the time he hated it—in the height of 
the sevson, She would have accompanied him, but he refused, 

“You will lose the roses from your cheeks again. darling,” he 
said. “Stay here and gather more, It will only ttke me a few 
sittings to get H.R. s vacuous expression.” 1 can work at the 
only handsome part of the picture, the uniform, as well here as at 
St. James's Palace.” So he departed, 

One beautiful morning, just after breakfast. she was out paying 
the calls she loved most to make, namely, those upon the poor, 
the aged, the infirm. She played Lady Bountiful to the life an 
blessings followed in her train. She was returning along a pleasant 
shady lane: a man, dressed like a betting tout, who had been 
watching her, 
stopped in her path, 
regarded her inso 
iently. 

Her face paled,. 
“You?” she hissed 


Accompanied by her dogs. 


through her 
clenched teeth, 
“Yes, me! 


Tracked yer at last, 
ha, hat” 
“Stand out of my 
path!" 
“Ha, ha! in the 
way, am I?) Sol 
> expected, Keep 
them blank dawgs 
orf, don’t like their 
sniftin’, Well, are 
yer goin’ to stump 
up or ain't yer?” 

“Not a penny!” 

‘ “All right then. 
Blank, blank yer! 
. Yer husband comes 
home this after- 
noon, IJ'll call an’ 
0,4 sec him to-night, 
‘| see—and then, my 
; tine lady, the 
game's up. He'll 
be glad to take 
yer away and hide 
yer. The Queen 0’ 
the County, as they call yer, will be dethroned. Come, now, give 
us another two ‘underd.” 

“Not a penny! Do your worst!” 

He would have followed her but for an ominous snarl from the 
brindled bulldog—a deep growl from the Newfoundland’s chest. 

That night, after dinner, Sir George, who had returned, suggested 
a stroll through the grounds. They went out, but she pleading a 
headache, they returned after a few minutes. : 

“Oh! I have left my bangle in the summer-house.”| No; she 
wouldn't let him fetch it nor send a servant, she must needs go 
herself. 

She went to—not the summer-house, but the kennels. She 
loosed the imastiff. the St. Bernard, the boar hound, the bulldog, 
and the terrible Newfoundland. 

“Pind!” she said to them, 
ground, and she 
returned indoors. 

“Thave given the 
puppies a scamper. 
they have had so 
little exercise  to- 
day,” she said, care- 
lessly. 

An hour later the 
night stillness was 
broken by a terrible 
baying —2 = more 
terrible cry. 

“Juanita! Sir 
George exclaimed, 
“those hounds of 
yours have collared 
somebody ! How 
absurd = to have 
loosed them!" andl 
he went out, fol- 
lowed by the ser- 
vants, 

At theinquest the 
jury added a rider to 
their verdict of 
* Death by Misad- 
venture,” to the 
eet that although 
it was evident the 
min Wasa trespasser 
with felonious 
intent, having ore- 
gard to the police 
evidence as to his antecedents, and although it was merely by 
chance that the hounds were loosed that night, they recommended 
a little more supervision of such ferocious animals, And Lady 
Limmer proved her regret at the dreadful occurrence by disposing 
of them all forthwith. 
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Waichel! 


They bolt «off, their noses to the 


A ctrull through the groui.s. 
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1sO ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-BOLIDAY,. 
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ie 
NSMAGHLY JUNCTIOL 
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“Tamia flesh woman, dear. My de. 
trothed discovered me tie other hay tainn 
way buen lace coed plass eve. Tow pou 


Thoughtrnt Wife. Arthur, dear, T have bouvht you a ae ny 


“Shore,” amd be sure you keep the amusing paper in 
your pocket. If there was an accident, dear, it would be of AT THE FORESTERIES EXHIBITION. Hairdresser, T suppose you would like it doue in the eurran'-bun teuhi men tre over trite.” — Metra 
such usu tu me!” Dedicated tu Captain Boyton aud all admirers of loveliness, fashion ? rom Letter of toung Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.--GBURNE-WONES, Esq 


4% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


1. 
THE HCART 
OCSIRES, 


2. 
THe HAND 


REFRAINS, 


a 


* 


THe eae 


foe Tales 


No, 290.—MIss Jessie VERNON, 
—The Dook Snook, 


“A passion such as mine endures for aye [ies —Lord Ivb. 


“In truth a queenly maid is she!" 


“A thousand hearts are cavtive to her loveliness!" 
— Lhe lion, Lilly. 


~ “we 


Q) During the late sultry weather, as the Dldcr was taking it eoully, 


loon and a blessing tu the ated littérateur, The great artist reeeived him sully. 
“So you have come to interview me?” said he with a sigh, and an attempt ata sinile, 
“Ah, well, proceed!" “Certainly, Mr. Burne-Jones, Ahem! We have greatly utisset 
your pictures at Burlington House the last few seasons, May Task the reason why 
you——" In an instant the quiet, pensive face blazed with anzeriforous emotion 
*silence!” cried Mr. Burne-Jones, striking a threatening attitude, awd whir 
with nervous arm, his maul-stick round the heal of A. SLOrER, * You—I——" 
“Nay, Burne, my swect poct-painter, be calm !"—the maul-stick was immediately 
lowered, and the face once more regained its placidity—* as, my dear Burne, it wouid 
be somewhat inconvenient to interview you without introducing Bur—" He 
shrick rang through the rafters. “Yes, yes—tben, then—all right, all right! 1 won't 
do it again, As 1 was about to observe, suppose we drop the interview and come to 
business.” “SLOLkit if you only kuew bow I hate that word !—art and business— 


gy 


THE ELDER RUDELY DEALT WITH. 


(2) The wicked Laird used a batteriag-ran against him very rodely, 


ot" “Quite right, so do T—hang business! Now, look here, Burne, my ber: | 
Want you to paint me a set of fuur pictures for Mildew Court, having the same 1 ' 
fs that of the story of Pygmalion —(1) The heart desires, ——(2) The hand refrain, 
-—13) The gortdess tires, — (4) The heart obtains.” Mr. Burne-Jones sid, 3 
and at once set to work, A. SLOPER is enable! to introduce above the studies noel 
on the oceasi Now, as the intense poetic fire of the artist imbued itself, as 1b 
were, the model, and as Mr. Burne-Jones, with pre-Raphaelite minutences, bev! 
paced a vessel fully charged with “ Unsweetened” in front of A. SLOPE inste: 
uw harmless dummy,—— 5) the result was that when the sitting was completed be 
artist and model fell unconsciously into a pose suggesting, in a re kable dezrer. 
that in the picture of the Pygmalion series, showing the vitalisation of the statue. 
Only suggesting, for, alas! with shame be it said, vitality in A. Sorry was entirely 
wanting, nor did it return until after three hours’ undisturbed repuse in Me. Burne 
Jones's coal-cellar, he regained! his senses together wita his legs, 


(3) And the Rlacr yelped through the bunchole : © TTa, ha, sonny fA’ 11h 
ve've broken ver wife's elais-prop !* 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you are, ladies and gentlemen, here's the little lot you've been looking forward tocagerly — not,” the maiden said, She got them, though—thrown at her head :—An carly hareest, *twould 
all the week. Everything comes to him who waits ; and, behold! you have arrived at the goal of — appear, Will be the farmer's fate this year,” The Four-in-Hand Club mect, you know, Was graced 
happiness at last! odesty is one of my leading characteristics, so I will refrain from praising the by ALLY’s turn out, so:—The Home Rule Ag} Tee no doubt will Annoyus for along time still:—A 
show. contenting myself with expressing the hope that it is not a disappointing one. But let us Wedding Fund for Princess May The Lord Mayor's getting up, they say :—I1t seems the Exhibition 
commence :—Z'hese cycling rufians whom you see Ilave funny notions if a sprees—" Lwant them Boards Are fighting over the awards, That's all to-day, Ta-ta '—TIHE SLOVERIAN SILOWMAN. 


THE VERY LATEST. 


AN y \ 


“Tullo, Joe! yon look as if you'd last arf a crown.” 
*So L bave—the top arf.” 


Convicted Burglar (just served his time), Afore you lets me 
heut, there's just one thing [should jnst like to arst—will yer 
let me have my bay of tools back ay’in ? 


She 1s expecting a visit from Mr. Nickman to make a pro- 
fecal of marriage to her, and after deep and anxions considera 
tien, she has decided to say “Yes.” Unfortunately, Mr. N. 
dotnt tum np. Me hal quite foryotten the appointment. 


The Accordion Dresa A LEADING FEATURE 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 
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Pattractions of the Poresteries’ Exlihivon, one, 
teliteeer Woulel Dee Gece tol dm maissias. ds. une 
, doubtedly. the Bas. 
tile There itsturids, 
foomine np sombre 
wel forbstetdine iT 
almost fiauilthess 
dinitation at the 
original from 
Which at is copied 
Cooucurties of 
old school, i 
of the emch 
century, and 
tinidens young and 
fair to look upon, 
thouzh ancieut in 
their garb, swarm 
iu its courtyard, 
Vishting and hair- 
Drendth esenpes £0 
ou within its walls, 
gud) brings every- 
one’s mind back 
to the period when 
the Bastille played 
such au important 
part in Freuch his- 
tory. The con- 
denned — cell is 
there, as is the guil- 
lutine, upon which 
so many of France's 
brave sons have 
verily, the Bastille is a very interesting 
and Gardening Nxhibition. 
Mgt 
A. SLOPER's fiery, untamed steed did not take part in the Cart- 
horse Parade on Whit) Monday. Professor Pritchard, F.O.S., 
strongly advised it should wait for the Cauts*meat Competition, 
which comes olf shortly. e* 
= 


breathed theirlast. Y 
feature of the Forestry 


ALTHOUGH the Australians may lick usat “ Bank ” smashes, they 
eannot do so at ericket. When England mects the Cornstalkers 
in July next, the former look like having a soft thipg on. But 
over-contidence should not make them careless.‘ There’s many a 
slip,” ete, 2 


INTENDING visitors to Whitby should not fail to secure “ Horne’s 
Guide” to that invigorating watering-place. The fact that this is 
the third edition speaks volumes (no fake intended) forthe interest 
nnd utility of the work, 2s 

* 


Princess MAY is, beyond question, an exceptionally fortunate 
girl, and. in the matter of wedding presents, her lucky star seems 
to be still in the ascen- 
dant. From all over 
the country cowe 
nppeals for subscrip- 
tions, and the number 
of gifts Prince George's 
bride will have from 
“the women of what’s- 
Its-name,” and — the 
“girls of some-where- 
else,” will be something 
enormous, How many 
fair damscls must sigh 
with envy as they read 
of the rich offerings to 
he presented to 
England's probable 
queen ! Oru 


THE entire music- 
hall profession has its 
eye on the Sloper Silver 
Cup, to be competed 
for at theannual sports 
inaid of the Music-Hall 
Benevolent Fund, 
which will be held on 
Tuesday, June 27th, at / 
the London Athietic 
Grounds, Stamford 
Bridge. <A. SLOPER 
will be on the job that day, accompanied by the essence of loveli- 
ness from the variety stage ; so weigh in all of you and give the 
Old ‘Un a leg up. “* 


THE Dook Snook has no money whatever invested in Lurks! 
and it is only fair to say so. His Grace's aunt was very much 
shocked at the report that Snooky was connected with the Z/a'p'orth, 
but she’s getting over it a bit now. 

s * 
* 

AscoT next week, and don’t you forget it. Will his exchequer run 
to his spending the week there? is the question that is at present 
troubling the mind of the Eminent. Well, it is very doubtfal, 
Already has he pawned all his underlinen aud old hats; and the 
cashier will not: accept another 1.0.U,, not even for a shilling. 
Altogether, the Old Man's lot is hard. 

s.?. 
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ALTHOUGH one would think that the names of J. M. Barrie and 
Conan Doyle coupled and associated with a play would guarantee 
its siceess, we must, 
nevertheless, confess 
to fecling disappoin- 
ted upon witnessing 
Jane Annie at the 
Savoy Theatre. 
Instead of the din- 
logue being brisk 
and crisp through. 
out, it seems to us 
to be weak yenerally, 
almost descending 
to garrulousness at 
times. The redeem. 
ing feature of the 
play is in its music, 
Which is both bright 
and tuneful. Rut- 
} land Barrington 
Vo; works lard in the 
| interest of the piece, 
@ us do Decima Moore, 
Charles Kenning- 
ham, Rose Brand. 
ram. and one or two 
others, but their task 
isaltogetherathank- 
less one, and we 
cunnet propheey a le usthened career for the piece. 


Tus rumour that Cousin Evelina is betrothed to the assistant 
ofiee boy on Larks/is wholly without foundation. Tt is needless 
to say that Evelina is greatly pained at the report, while Alexandry 
is (hivsting tor somebody » gore. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF*HOLIDAY, 


“ALL roads lead to Earl's Court.” and A, SLOPER has been 
travelling over one or other of them pretty frequently Lately, and 
giving Captain Boy- ; 


ton and Mr. Milner \ 4 can 
no few usefnl hints. 3. ASS 
Vhe Bnainent is) im- Noe 


Miotieely plersed with 
the Exhibition gener. 
ally, and the Watertes 
ino particular, The 4 
Aneients stergestion, 
however. that somes 
thing in the stvle of 
the aeconipsny ina i 
lustration would 
prayer sone DEethiertases 
ndditional draw, 
did) not meet with 
exactly the huge 
amount of approval 
one would naturally 
have expected, And 
yet there is no lack 
of enterprise about 
Captain Boyton, 
. 

Tu number of 
shooting galleries ane 
“three shies a penny” 
shows in whieh A. 
SLOPER'’S efligy ap. 
yerred on Hampstead 
Heath on Whit Mon- 
day gladdened the eve ; ; 
of the Ancient Rumfoozler himself, who was prowling round in 
search of the milky cokernut, 

s.¢* 


s 
IN answer to numerous inquirics for the names of * The Ball's 

Pond Banditti” (the gentlemen who have made themselves so 
notorious in Larke! the New Halfpenny Comic), we are happy to 
say we are in a position to give them, They are : 

1, Ticko Scuppins, from the Clothing Stores, 

2, Gorger Pain, the Doctor's Boy, 
Pigzy Wafiles, from the Grocery Stores, 
4. Lurcher Geeson, the Butcher's Bog. and 
5. Sweppy Titmarsh, fro: the lag Shop. 


In addition to the above named, we must not forget Bocco, the 
faithful hound. Altogether, * The Ball's Pond Banditté” form an 
awe-inspiring crew. Gentle reader, beware ! 

ef 


a 
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Soon, very soon, the seaside season will have commenced in 
real downrizht earnest. Already the majority of our summer 
watering - places (ae 
boast a fair 
sprinkling — of 
visitors, and the 
wily landlady, 
with appetite 
sharpened = by 
her long period 
of inactivity, is 
now on the keen 
look out for 
victi—we mean 
visitors, whilst 
that mysterious 
feline. her cat, 
is already pon- 
dering o'er pro- 
spective muds 
upon the lodg- 
er's — teacaddy, 
his whisky 
bottle and his 
cigar box. The 
niggers are 
learning hew 
songs, or polish- 
ing up old ones ; 
the bands are 
hard at it 
practising ; and 
the tradesmen 
generally are 
looking forward cagerly to the lambs they intend to fleece. In 
fact, seaside resorts generally are ou the tiptoe of expectation, 

s * 
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It is not true that our junior oflice boy has been matched to box 
Slavin. Such a meeting, after the late ridiculous exhibition at the 
National Sporting Club, would be grossly unfair—to Slavin. 
A. SLOPER is seriously thinking of withdrawing his patronage 
from the prize ring, and—well, it only needs a blow of that kind 
now to kill the institution altogether. 


2 
“From St. Paul's to the Highlands” is the title of a little book 
forwarded to SLopER by the Aberdeen Steam Navigation Companys, 
and, needless to say, the Eminent has perused it with great interest. 
The journey, on paper, seems such a charming one that he would 
like to try it in reality. Will the Aberdeen Steam Navigation 
Company kindly accept the hint ! 
ef 


. 

Ir excellence can be excelled it has been done in the case of 
the second edition of Dtound the Town at the Empire Theatre. 
New dresses and new scenery 
have been added, together 
with fresh dances and music, 
After witnessing the initial 
performance of the ballet. we 
telt almost convinced that it 
was the best ove it had ever 
heen our lot tolook upon. We 
fecl now quéte convinced that 
itis. 2 * 

* 

Tuk O'er Moss - Grown 
Fabric has been pleased to 
confer the “Sloper Award of 
Merit” upon Joserit GREGO, 
because he knows all about 
humorous art, © Feyther.” 
cooed the Blue-Eved 
andry, “Joseph will make a 
guvod F.O.S., for ’e is a oman 
with a knowledge of comic 
art such as few possess, It 
is suid ‘e “as im his collection 
of drorin’s the only comic 
sketeh Adam ever mde, 
This was after ‘e was jerked 
out of the Garden of Heeden. 
Whether this is merely ‘earsay, 
[know not. All [do know 
is. Joseph's acquaintance with 
the works of ‘Ogarth, Gilray, 
Rowlindson, and all the old Johunies. ought te make you. who 
pose as a comic literatoor, blush in your very boots. I should be 
usha——" But hefore the fatal word was completed, another proof 
of the old saving that * There’s nothing like leather” was being 
given by AL Storer inthe back parlour, 


[Saturday, June 10, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 


A CALENDAK FOR THE WEEK ENDING 1TH JUNE, 1893, 
es 

llth June, 1497.—S-bastian Cabot, a Venetian born but an 
Eughshman by education, reached this day the latitude of sixty. 
seven degrees thirty minutes upon his north-west passage ex pedi. 
tion, “There were three men he brought to the king,” says Fabinn 
“taken in Newfoundland, who were clothed in beasts’ skins, ate raw 
tlesh, spoke a strange, uncouth tongue, aud were very brutish jy 
their behaviour.” 
Se SS eee 
12th June, 1829.—Moore, in his diary of this date, say< 
Lord Holland, who, like most men brought up at public schools. 
was an advocate of tipping, as well as any other abomination con. 
nected with them mad : *T remember once refusing a pound which 
awinan “whom Fused sometimes to go and see at Wikcace offered 
me; but the man, thinking that 1 had only refused it because thi 
sum ws so small, offered me five pounds, and, egad! that | 
couldwt withstand.” 


a eee 

13th June, 1837.—This day, Bendigo fought Looney near 
Chapel en le Frith, Derbyshire. They good -humouredly ‘shook 
hands and proceeded to peel. At the end of the ninety-vinth and 
last round, Bendigo, who had won first blood, tirst knock down 
and the battle, walked about a quarter of » mile to his carriage, A 
tint of black appeared ouly under his left eye, but his bodily 
punishment must have been severe, as he could not bear to b: 
touched on the left side. Poor Looney was terribly) punished 
about the face. beiag cut over and under each eye, and hie lips and 
nose horribly mangled. Besides the loss of a grinder or two, he 
lost a great quintity of blood from the nose and mouth, and had 
other gashes in the fi 


14th June, 1796.—Mantua was this day besieged by 
Napolcon [During the siege, a convent, which lay exposed to 
the cannon of the garrison, was evacuated by the nuns, and imme- 
diately occupied by the besiegers, who, hearing groans issue from 
undérneath the building, humanely followed the sound, and dis. 
covered ina damp and gloomy dungeon a female seated on a crazy 
chair and lode with fetters, but. whose countenance, though 
deeply furrowed by misery, looked youthful. On seeing the 
soldicrs, she earnestly petitioned for life and liberty. The soldiers 
instantly struck off the fetters ; upon which she besought them to 
Jead her into the open air. They represented to her that on quittin, 
the shelter of the convent she would be exposed to a shower of 
cannon balls. “Ah!” replied the nun, “mourir, c'est rester ici!” 


15th June, 1255,—-Thibault, Count de Champagne, one of 
the most celebeated of the troubadours, died this day. Some of 
his troubadour lyrics and romances are still extant, as, for instance, 
the “ Rose.” These pocts, although generally very licentious, did 
much during those warlike times to promote civilization. 


16th June, 1285. — This day, it is recorded that * Elo. 
Countess of Warwick, then held the manor of Hoke-Norton, in 
Oxfordshire, by sergeantry of carving at the king’s table on his 
Bey i and she was to have the knife the king then used at 
table.’ 


17th June, 1871.—S. Sanborn, ahatter of Medford, Massa- 
chusetts. bequeathed his corpse to Harvard University, specially to 
the manipulation of the two anatomical professors, Oliver Wendel! 
Holmes and Louis Agassiz, to be preserved in the Museum of 
Anatomy. “The remainder of my body, useless for anatoraical 
purposes, to be composted for a fertiliser to contribute to the 
growth of an American e!m, to be planted in some rural thprouzh- 
fare, that the weary wayfarer may rest and innocent children play 
beneath its umbrageous branches rendered luxuriant by my 
remains.” He also directed that his skin should be converted intu 
two drumheads, to become the property of Warren Simp-or. 
drummer, of Cohapel, on condition that he should, on the 17th 
June every year, at sunrise, beat on the said drum the tune of 
“Yankee Dovtle "on Bunker's Hill. 


THE LARKIST! 
AT every turn of Life’s long path 
Some stumbling-block thou findest, 
Till. sick to death with bootless wrath, 
Thy savage teeth thou grindest. 
Like dogs who vainly bay the moon, 
At Heaven's deerees thou barkest : 
But thon wilt cease thy sneers, fond loon, 
If but thou'lt be a Larkist / 


Thow lt find soft flowers beneath thy fect, 
What time the ground seems hardest ; 
Thou'lt tind the world with hope replete, 

When thou all hope discardest ; 
Thow'lt find a balm for all thy pains ; 

Thou'lt tind, when skies seem darkest, 
Some silvery lining still remains ; 

If but thou'lt be w Larkest ! 


O, Care! foul Care! malignant sprite ! 
Thy blows are of the fiercest ; 

My grief-racked soul, by day and night, 
With poisoned shafts thou piererst. 

My bosom with thine iron hand 
For evermore thou carkest ; 

jut now, thy vengeance to withstand, 
Tit goand bea Larkéist! 

ee eee 


A TRIFLING ERROR. 

“Is—er--is this the editor?” 

“T am the editor, sir; to whom have 1 the pleasure—” | 

“My name is Savvyborough, sir—Alfred Bevanheffer Savvy- 
borough, to give it you in full. I was married on Saturdey_ last iit 
St. Sepulchre’s—one of your young men came to the wedding aul 
reported it in your Monday's edition.” , 

“Oh, dear me, yes. Permit me to offer you my congratulation-. 
dear Mixter—er—Savvyborough. Oh, yes, we reported it, to ly 
sure we did. You have come, I s’pose, to order some extra Cop— 

“Devil a bit. sir! Ihave come here to-day to demand instant 
personal satisfaction, Your reporter, when he called, seemed i 
decent, respectable young fellow, and consequently, when he asked 
for photographs of Mrs. Savvyborough and myself, I very foolish! 
gave them to him.” 

“Foolishly?) 1 don't understand you.” : 
“Nor I you; and the method under which you conduct ve" 
paper, sir. He said, if 1 gave him the photographs, he would ‘ 
photo-gravures made from them and run them into his account © 

the aftair.” 

“Well. Was there any - sot 

“Don't attempt to deny it, sir. T have been made the viet" 
a vile practical Joke. But it doesn’t end here, sir, as my solictt 
will show you. If that lop-eared, lantern-jawed, bow-le=- 
leather-headed “funuy man” of yours thinks te can put me | 
trait into your paper, describing me asa barber in Kingsland Re 
who had suffered for fifteen years from excoriated sore-throat:! 
plumber's elbow, who waa cured with twenty-seven shillius 
three halfpenny bottles, he’s stupendously sucked in. Nori: 
certain that an action won't lie against you for inserting the]! 
trait of the infernal fellow, looking like “one who speak ~ t 
personal observation ” of the seven years of famine of vil 
celebrity in the account of my wedding. Having remarked 6 
sir, permit me toask to be shown the typesetting departme:! 
this wretched organ. I only ask for five minutes with the “co! 
that mixed those reports ; 1 merely wish to show somebody ! 
it takes a prizefighter to play prac—”"” 

In the excitement and confusion just then somebody turn 
the tire hose, and, there being a stampede for the sttire 
young bridegroom with a grievance got lost in the rush. 


eqturday, dune 10, 1893, } 


A WAIL BY MRS. GRUNDY. 


utemporary states that the latest fashion is that women wear no gloves.) 


oe aaa A . at LLY startling 
ae os aph "ae ashion 
EES od an , Has come, I grieve to 
say : 
‘Tis strange to say the 
passion 
wae some ladies of the 
aay, 


But that's to be expected 
When they worship 
Fashion's shrine. 
tut now Tim most de- 
jected 
And care not e’en to 
dine, 
For only think the 
darling doves 
Have vowed henceforth 
to wear no gloves. 


This fashion—pay atten- 
tion— 

Now rules in’ many 
lands ; 

The fashion—I may 


mention— 
Is rough upon the 
hands. 
Though girls are fond of 
ilirting, 


T fancy that perhaps 
(In fact, I feel quite “certing ”) 
They are not fond of “chaps.” 
Nut these will vex the pretty loves 
if they resolve to wear no gloves. 


CHARLIE'S—UNCLE. 

Or course it was a stupid, reckless, thoughtless, idiotic thing to 
de, but then the best of us are prone to behave like that some- 
tones, and, bless you, when young Charlie Littlecheek, on the 
jocre strength of an unexpected rise in his weekly emolument, 
vrote off a pressing invitation to his rich old uncle down in Clod- 
nindshire, asking that eccentric old) gentleman to come and spend 
iweek with him during his holiday, when, to quote from Charlie's 
letter, they would “do the town together,” he had not the least 
his relation would even accept—still less of the awful, the 
disastrous consequences of the visit. For Charlie was essentially 
amild young man; a visitto the Tower of London one day, West- 
minster Abbey the next, and say the Imperial Institute or the 
British Museum the day after, constituted his idea of “doing tne 
town.” whilst his widest notions of dissipation did not soar beyond 
> high tea at the Aerated Bread Company's and a visit to the 
Christy. Minstrels, The old gentleman, on the contrary, was 9 
tidedly racketty old 
cove, and nothing gave 
him keener delight than 
a jaunt around the met- 
ropolis, where he could. 
as he put it, “let ov 
steam" accumulated dur. 
ing his dull sujourn in 
the country. 

Scott! what a flutter 
the old chap did) emuse 
in Charlie’s little dig- 
vings! St. Paul's, West- 
ininster Abbey, Christy 
Minstrels, baht! he 
veuldn’t hear of therm, 
and, to his host's hor- 
he insisted on 
beme  takem to the 
Derby, with a box at the 
Empire andast. James's 
Hall supper to follow, 
And every day the old 
man followed out some 
such programme—races, 
theatres, music-halls, 
boxing saloons, and, ves, sad to relate—pubs. It was awful work 
for Charlie, but, poor beggar! he daren’t protest, for his expecta- 
tions depended on his obedience—and had he not brought it on 
himeelf? 

Yet all might have ended happily ; but one evening, Charlie got 
two tickets fora magic lantern cotertainment at his Young Men's 
Institute, and the old gentleman sleepily consented to accompany 
him. He had had a hard day of it round the “houses,” and he 
slumbered peacefully through the greater portion of the evening 
for it was a tame affair. Yes, it must have been Charlie’s evi 
genius that uwakened the old boy suddenly, just as the lecturer 
Hashed a magnified “drop of water” upon the sheet. For an 
instant only did he gaze at the startling vision, and then with a 
wild cry of “Got ‘em again—by George ! and snakes this time!” 
he rose in horror, and fled the place, to the utter consternation of 
the assembled goods-goodies. 

They have chucked Charlie from the Institute now for introducing 
2 disorderly companion, whilst his uncle has joined the Blue- 
Kibbonites and made a new will, leaving every penny of his oof in 
aid of the suppression of the drink tratiic. 

It isa weary world. 


—__+s-— - 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV."” 
No. lu2.—Rosi OW EUNE, 
Dame NATURE'S vernal face 
Appears 
Not comely as of yore to me; 
The zephyrs trill not in mine ears 
The songs that once they bore 
tome, 
The bliss that other bosoms cheers 
No power can er restore to me 5 
The world is but a vale of tears 
Henceforth and evermore to me. 


In vain my kindly fellow-clerks 
Do mirthful notes indite to me ; 
Tn vain the wits address remarks 
Most piquant, smart and bright to 
mie, 
To “paint the town’ 
sparks 
Contributes no delight to me; 
Nay, strange to say, een reading 
harks! 
But gives enjoyment slight to me! 


with jovicl 


My amorous heart I offerea Rose, 
And thought that hers she'd throw 
to me, 
But she, possessed of scores of beaux, 
Preferred a prettier beau to me. 
\ Five tingers, from her dainty nose 
, Reece aca Outstretched, the fair did show to 
Sd me, 
And heedless of my harrowing woes, 
Returned a flipnant “ No!" to me, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_>— 


Loxpos Pavinios, May 24h, is03, 
Drar ALLY,—At last and now Fean die happy.” My mother's 
maidenaunt prophesied T should live in history. Let ‘em all walk 
round Westminster Abbey ; let ‘em hang em; my biography is in 
“ALLY SLOPER.” Der yer ‘ear, you bottle-nosed brother bounder? 
fiood ‘ealth and things. You are quite right, it is my native 
modesty that keeps me back. Thine to the scaffold, 
FRED, HARVEY, * The Silly Fool.” 


Brecnis, Vay 27th, 1803. 
DEAR Epitor,—The inclosed, styled, according to the Strand 
Magazine of April, a“ Vegetable Oddity,” having such a likeness 
to the now famous F.O.M. (a gentleman whom [have honoured 
and read for a good few years), [ thought might be of interest to 
you, as it isto me. If you consider it of no consequence, give it, 
please, to my friend Storrs ; and if he can't admire it. let it: go to 

poor Snatcher, from an ADMIRER, 

—Sa 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 169.—IIB EXCELLETH AS AN ADDER, 
“IN vain may vain Inaudi strive, 
Despite his wondrous wits, 
To prove that ne‘er a soul alive 
Can lick him into fits 
At adding figures up with speed : 
In vain the vaunting Star 
Of Crawford's matchless skill may screed 
In many a fulsome par! 
From pole to pole, from zone to zone, 
The glorious fact I'll soon make known 
That I—ves, I, the Mildewed One, 
For figuring powers can bone the bun!” 


So SLOPER spake, and boomed his boom. 
and on th’ appointed day 

In Blissville’s most extensive room 

Sat several thousands, each of whom 
Had been well pleased to pay, 

For science’ sake, a paltry bob 

To see the Rorty Reckoner rob 

The champions of the figuring game 

Of all their fast-inereasing fame. 


Five jours lists, of honour high 
And stainless reputation, 
Beside the Fossil stood, to try 
His powers of calculation, 
And twenty lines to him they read— 
In each was fifteen figures— 
Then, ‘mid intense excitement, said 
With jeers and sneers and sniggers, 
“Tf you can truthfully and well 
The sum of all these figures tell 
In one short minute, be it owned 
That you've the bun for reckoning boned !” 


Triumphant shone the Shogwunk’s eye : 
“Not vainly Ul the problem try ! 
Though of your figures some may be 
Repeated in each line, 
Yet all the figures named to me 
Will read as follows: One, two, three, 
Four, five, six, seven, eight, nine; 
Whereof, as sure as Pm alive, 
The sum’s precisely Forty-five 1” 
* * % 
Five journalists fell in five fits on the floor, 
Away a snd audience slink, 
And, thanks to his wits, ALLY SLOPER once more 
Wended forth, and got ponectitiv druiak | 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Moncey, One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 


£5) 


S50 Insurance Coupon, 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funtiy Piotures, 


“LARKS:” 


Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 


“TLARKS!” OFFICE, 9 Suon LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 


‘TAKING ONE CONSIDERATION WITH 
ANOTHER,” etc. 
[Several policemen have recently been assaulted and very severely injure] while 
in the execution of their duty.—Se Newspaper...) 
WHEN you fall in the street “neath a cab-horse’s feet, 
And the death-angel’s wings seem above you to beat, 
Who will rush to your rescue impavid and ileet? 
Who but the bold policeman? 


When the child of your bosom unwittingly strays 

From its home till it’s lost in the city’s strange maze, 

Who will shield it and tend it and earn your high praise? 
Who but the kind policeman? 


When upon you comes madly the Moloch of Fire, 
Who will move heaven and earth in his noble desire 
To avert a catastrophe dreadful and dire ? 

Who but the staunch policeman? 


Who, because he has charge of your life and vour store, 
And must wage with vile monsters implacable war, 
In peculiar jeopardy lives evermore? 

Who but the brave policeman? 


Who is subject not less to your sneers and your blame? 

Who has taunts contumelious heaped on his name? 

Who, indeed—be it said to your infinite shame !— 
Who but the poor policeman ? 


Who, although by a legion of proofs he could show 
That he works for your welfare and saves you from woe, 
Is vet scorned and reviled as your deadliest foe? 

Who but the wronged policeman? 


f) 


——__.>-_-_—- 


NO NONSENSE FOR HIM. 

School mistress, Yes, sir. just so. TP perfectly understand, T think ; 
and—er—I suppose you would like your daughter to join the 
calisthenics class? 

Old Bugging, No. and that I won't: you just teach her plain 
writin’. spellin’. and sums. like [told you: Taint a-goin’ to have 
my gal stutYed full o° them outlandish furrin languages, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


Doesn'r_ the Egyptian Hall sneak the Lyceum’s prerogative 
when it calls iteelf “The Home of Mvs-Terry "2? 

STRANGE coincidence about Larke! Wherever it goes, people 
not only see, but alro hear, that it’s followed by a note of doa: 
tion, 

AN Ace of Diamonds that Poor People cannot Play: The purch- 
ace of diamonds 


183 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romasxce or SALT LAKE CITY.) 
a 
CHAPTER IL, 

It will be opvions to evervone that a man with seventeen wives 
could not hope for that privacy in regard to domestic ditticulties 
which might be 
expected: where 
only two hearts 
beat) oas one. 
Rach of the 
seventeen Wives 
had) a mother, 
ands each sof 
these mothers 
had a supreme 
contempt — for 
her son-in-law, 
and it was cer. 
train that the 
enjoyment — of 
pointing out to 
all and sundry 
that they had 
anticipated dis- 
aster in Z, I’. 
Sugg's affairs 
would impel 
him to spread 
abroad the 
tidings. 

Why had Z. 
P. Sugg allowed 
himself to be 
80 much 
married?) Was 
he soft-hearted? 
and did he wear 
his rg upon his sleeve for daws to peck at?) Not much! Narry 
a peck! 

In allowing himself to drift on such a sea of matrimonial trouble, 
Zephaniah I’, Sugg had acted as he conceived in a wise and 
enlightened manner. With the first of the list of seventeen wives 
he had acquired a respectable sum as a dowry, and with each of 
these succeeding wives he had such tinancial betterment that was 
not only an immediate comfort, but unfortunately led him) to 
believe that he might continue to float down the stream of life in 
easy circumstances, But he kad reckoned erroneously. His earlier 
wives had been ladies of sound sense, who were not given to the 
extravagances induced by the perusal of ladies’ columns in Society 
papers, but amid such a collection of matrimonial experiments it 
was to be expected that the tastes represented would be somewhat 
miscellancous. It was this very miscclaneonsness that was dest rue- 
tive of — the 
financial enleu- 
lations of Mr. 
Sugg. Some of 
the later addi- 
tions to the list 
of sharers of 
his joys and 
sorrows were 
diligent stu- 
dents of — the 
eurrent 
lashion - plates, 
and other in- 
troduction — to 
“ZV. Sury’s 
domestic 
hearth was 
sufficient to 
demoralise the 
others, who 
had hitherto 
been rditler- 
ent to the ex- 
istence of such 
vanities, 

And so Z. P. 
Sugge’s woes 
began and 
Hy ” — swelled to fear- 

ee 7, tal dimensions. 
Tan oY to ring the alarm, When Susan- 
nah Maria Ann 
(No. NVE. in the matrimonial studbook) took it into her head to 
wear a heliotrope silk, gored up the back and trimmed with ostrich 
feathers, Mary Elizabeth Jane (No. VIL. of the record aforemen- 
pened) would not be happy till she had one like it; and then all 
the others would rush off to the different milliners and order 
heliotrope frocks, with the exception of Jemima Aun Cecilia (No. 
XIV.), who would select a lovely shade of crimson, and shine out 
boldly in the pew of the holy temple on Sunday, and so bring woe 
and desolation into the hearts of the others, And these in turn 
would rush off to the dressmakers next morning to order crimson 
silks in order to: share Jemima Ann Cecilia’s glory of being con- 
spicuously exceptional on the next Sunday, when in die time six- 
teen of them would sail into church in a procession so lurid that 
a short-sighted man in the gallery ran off to ring the alarm and call 
out the fire brigade, under the impression that a contiignition had 
broken out. 

And again Jemima Ann Cecilia would reap glory, for hiv lac 
conceived that her crimson 
dress had on the previous 
Sunday made her too con- 
spicuous, she had modestly 
ordered a heliotrope to be 
like her sister wives, and 
by donning it had onee 
more carried off the chief 
reward of fashion—that of 
being exceptional, 

And then the proceed. 
ings in the sauetunry 
would assume a gloomy 
hue to these women, and 
Z. P. Sugg would fail to 
derive that. benctit from 
the parson’s _ prelections 
which he ought to have 


Students of the Pashion VP lites, 


espe iter 
‘hese = difficulties and 
differences were not. 


wholly confined to public 
Appearances, Theestrange- 
ments of the Sundays 
extended tothe week days, 
and at nights, when Z. I’. 
Sugg had locked the back 
door, and looked — if 
the cat were out, and if 
the windows were 
fastened, and the domestic 
roll had been read, he 
many times laid his weary 
head on his lowly pillow, 
and sighed forth that marriage, if not exactly a failure, had its 
disadvantages when there was too much of it. 


To be continued newt rrech.) 


Jemima Anu Cecilia, 


Ist ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. | Saturday, June 10, 1523, 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A LIVELY PARTY. 


Prophetic Tramp (to persprring wheelman). The times 
a-comin’ when the likes o° me'll be trampin’ the connt: / 
vt one o’ them merclieens ‘stead of paddin’ the ‘oof. © 


et ee ie 


LY 09 at BD 


No, 31L—CaPTAIN PAUL Roytos, FOS. 
“Whether the word amphibious can be ‘associated with a 
human being is a debateable point. If so, Captain Luyton, 
the original of the above sketch, is thoronghly deserving of the 


title. The greater portion of his life hav been spent in the Suelidom, Weil, how did you enjoy the eamping party ? 
water, where, in fact, he-is more at home than on land, Captain . . < F 

Boyton has had many wiventures during his eventful career, the Fair One. Ob, very much, There were eight fellows and cigit girls, ane when we got home tLere were “Tsay, Toughnn, are we really at the seaside? I've 
very first and one of the chief of which was when, as a child, he sixty-four cugaycueuts amung the party. just bad a dream that we were sleeping in the Zoo.” 


jumped from a steamer in mid-ocean, and in spite of rain, hail 
thunder and Hghtatng. reached land rea Leemoe prep red 
in a cockle-shell. Boyton has been harpooned in e - 
for a whale, und been taken for the sea- serpent by nine AN UNEXPECTED SNEAK. 
different individuals, Has been captured by cannibals and 
attacked by sharks. Has been sought after by women and 

chatted with mermaids. In fact, Paul has just about done (1) 
everything that other people have not. His next expelition 
will probably be an attempt to reach the North Pole single- 
handed. Chiefly because he organised the Water Show at 
Karl's Court, Boyton was created F.0.8., and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him June 3rd, 1893." —Debrett Improved. 


gee A 


“Ten 


Pedestrian (taking short cut), G-r-r-o-w! you murdcrons 
ruffian! Do you want to shoot me? 

Marksman, Ob, dear, no! Merely desired to intimate that— 
er—twespassers are not permitted on this estate. 


eens, 


et 


iters! Of all the impi- veh! Tm blarmel if that ain't the cheapest ‘fish dinner’ I ever eat !—and the 
Might! Got a bite, woo, tastiest! Lut I've got yer, my joker!" he continued, tightening his grip on Ve!) 
‘ Hupsbecomes! Swoop!" And then Bob Bladrcon Snages's collar, “I've got yer, and Tehall smash every bone in your hide for this joi’ 
got a bite himself,——(3) “ Ueh!" he remarked, av the lively young perch he hal Wotcher got to say for yourself, eh?” (4) “Hullo! strike me sky-blue searict if 
just swallowed continued throwing back summersaults juside bis chest, “Ugh! verrgh! that don't beat all! He's sucaked out of his old coat and taken his huok after all!” 


¢ 


ff 


int a-poachin’ in bred 


FOOLERY. 
First Clarn, Twouldn’t be such a fool if T were you, 
Second Clown, If you were me, you'd be a much better foul. 


baker's Boy, V say, two poor devils ‘I tne te! 
Without pastry to-morrow, 


vaeu Core, Sal You look a bit more cheerful like, or Pil just “What a sudden shower! Rut how grateful we should be, after 
mutke yer!" sucha spellof dry weather.” 
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